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I 

!J K' t V 



GUINEVERE & ARTHUR 



Characters 

SIR MODRED 

ENID ^ 

VIVIEN Ladies of the Court. 

LEONORE ) 

SIR LANCELOT. 

QUEEN GUINEVERE. 

SIR TRISTRAM. 

SIR DAGONET, the Fool. 

KING ARTHUR. 

A NUN. 

A NOVICE. 

THE GHOST OF GAWAIN. 

SIR BEDIVERE. 

THREE QUEENS, black stoled, black 

hooded. 
THREE QUEENS, with crowns of gold. 

Scenes 

I. IN THE GARDEN OF THE KING'S PALACE. 

II. THE SAME. 

III. THE NUNNERY AT ALMESBURY. 

IV. KING ARTHUR'S TENT. 

V. OPTIONAL TABLEAU. THE BATTLE. 

VI. A CHAPEL NIGH THE FIELD. 

VII. OPTIONAL PAGEANT AND PROCESSION. 

VIII. THE BATTLEFIELD. 

The most adaptable stage for this pageant play is a simple open platform, 
curtained, with a recess at the back in the centre, before which a curtain can be 
readily drawn. Any properties required can be placed in the recess — the garden 
seat behind which Sir Modred stands to hide; the seats and a tapestry frame in the 
Nunnery; the apparition of Gawain's Ghost can speak from this recess; the Tableau 
of the Battle (see Arthur Rackham's picture in Malory's ' Morte d'Arthur ') shown 
here; also the broken chancel with the broken cross. The front part of the platform 
will be then always clear for movement. A curtained stage will also throw into 
bolder relief the colours of the dresses, the armour, and the effects. S. L. 



SCENE I. In the Garden of the King's Palace 

Characters : 

SIR MODRED. 

ENID 1 

VIVIEN \ Ladies of the Court. 

leonoreJ 
sir lancelot, 
guinevere, the queen. 

{Enter the three Court ladies, laughing and chatting. VIVIEN beckons silence when 
they see SIR MODRED, by the seat, spying intently. They watch him for a time, 
then VIVIEN comes forward and touches him on the shoulder. He starts; the 
ladies laugh ; SIR MODRED bows.) 

MODRED. Good morrow to you, fair Vivien ! . . . and to you, ladies. 

(Again looking back, he places his fingers to his lips with a meaning 
smile, then goes off.) 



ENID. 



It is Sir Modred, like a subtle beast, 

Lies couchant, with his eyes upon the throne. 

Ready to spring, waiting a chance ; for this 

He chills the popular praises of the King 

With silent smiles of slow disparagement ; 

And tampers with the Lords of the White Horse, 

Heathen — the brood by Hengist left ; and seeks 

To make disruption in the Table Round 

Of Arthur, and to splinter it into feuds 

Serving his traitorous end ; and all his aims 

Are sharpened by strong hate for Lancelot. 



LEONORE. How doth it chance ? 

VIVIEN. One morn, when all the Court, 

Green-suited, but with plumes that mocked the may. 
Had been, their wont, a-maying, and returned — 
That Modred, still in green, all ear and eye. 
Climbed to the high top of the garden-wall 
To spy some secret scandal if he might. 
And saw the Queen . . . 



ENID. 



But more than this 
He saw not, for Sir Lancelot, passing by, 
Spied where he couched, and as the gardener's hand 
Picks from the colewort a green caterpillar, 
So from the high wall and the flowering grove 
Of grasses, Lancelot plucked him by the heel. 
And cast him as a worm upon the way . . . 



VIVIEN. But when he knew the Prince, tho' marred with dust, 

He, reverencing king's blood in a bad man, 
Made such excuses as he might, and these 
Full knightly, without scorn. 

LEONORE. For in these days 

No knight of Arthur's noblest deals in scorn ; 
But if a man be halt or hunched, in him 
By those whom God has made full-limbed and tall. 
Scorn is allowed as part of his defect. 
And he is answered softly by the King 
And all his Table. 

{SIR MODRED re-enters behind, and standing by seat, listens unobserved.) 



ENID. 



VIVIEN. 



So Sir Lancelot holp 
To raise the Prince, who, rising twice or thrice 
Full sharply smote his knees, and smiled, and went ! 
But, ever after, the small violence done 
Rankled in him, and ruffled all his heart, 
As the sharp wind that ruffles all day long 
A little bitter pool about a stone 
On the bare coast. 

But when Sir Lancelot told 
This matter to the Queen, at first she laughed 
Lightly, to think of Modred's dusty fall . . . 



{They laugh, at which SIR MODRED comes forward and laughs raucously 
in imitation of their glee.) 



MODRED. 

VIVIEN 

{teasingly). 

MODRED. 



ENID. 
VIVIEN. 



She shuddered ! as the village wife who cries, 
'/ shudder, some one steps across my grave.' 



Then laughed again ! . . . 

But faintlier, for indeed 
She half foresaw that I, Sir Modred, I 
Would track her guilt, until I found ! . . , and hers 
Would be for evermore a name of scorn ! 
Henceforward, rarely could she front in hall. 
Or elsewhere, friend Sir Modred's watching face, 
Heart-hiding smile, and grey persistent eye . . . 
Henceforward, too, the Powers that tend the soul, 
To help it from the death that cannot die, 
And save it even in extremes, began 
To vex and plague her ... Ha ! here comes the Queen ! 

And brave Sir Lancelot ! . . . 

And bold Sir Lancelot ! 



{Exeunt the Ladies. SIR MODRED hides and watches.) 



{Enter QUEEN GUINEVERE and SIR LANCELOT.) 

GUINEVERE. Many a time for hours, 

Beside the placid breathings of the King, 
In the dead night, grim faces come and go 
Before me, or a vague spiritual fear . . . 
Like to some doubtful noise of creaking doors. 
Heard by the watcher in a haunted house, 
That keeps the rust of murder on the walls . . . 
Holds me awake; or if I sleep, I dream 
An awful dream ; for then I seem to stand 
On some vast plain before a setting sun. 
And from the sun, there swiftly makes at me 
A ghastly . . . something ! . . . and its shadow flies 
Before it, till it touches me ! . . . I turn . . . 
When lo! my own, that broadening from my feet, 
And blackening, swallows all the land, and in it 
Far cities burn, and, with a cry, I wake. 
And all this trouble does not pass, but grows. 
Till even the clear face of the guileless King, 
And trustful courtesies of household life. 
Become my bane . . . 

And therefore do I say, 
O Lancelot, get thee hence to thine own land, 
For if thou tarry we shall meet again. 
And, if we meet again, some evil chance 
Will make the smouldering scandal break and blaze 
Before the people, and our lord the King . . . 
And Lancelot, ever promising, remains — 
And still we meet, and meet. Again I say, 
O Lancelot, if thou love me, get thee hence. 

LANCELOT. And have we not agreed upon this night, 

When the good King should not be here, to meet 

And part for ever ? Passion-pale we meet 

And greet . . . here ! Hands in hands, and eye to eye 



GUINEVERE. 'Tis our last hour 



A madness of farewells 



MOD RED {coming forward). 

Traitor, come out, ye are trapt at last ! . . . 

{LANCELOT, aroused, rushing lion-like, leaps upon MODRED, and 
hurls him headlong : MODRED falls, stunned.) 



GUINEVERE. 



And I am shamed for ever ! 



The end is come. 



LANCELOT. Mine be the shame; mine was the sin. But rise, 
And fly to my strong castle overseas; 
There will I hide thee, till my life shall end. 
There hold thee with my life against the world. 



GUINEVERE 
(sadly). 



LANCELOT. 



GUINEVERE. 



LANCELOT. 



MODRED 
(rising). 



O Lancelot . . . Lancelot . . . wilt thou hold me so ? 

Nay, friend, for we have taken our farewells. 

Would God that thou couldst hide me from myself. 

Mine is the shame, for I am wife, and thou 

Unwedded ; yet rise now, and let us fly. 

For I will draw me into sanctuary, 

And bide my doom. O Lancelot, get my horse. 

Set me thereon, and mounting on your own, 

We two will ride to the divided way. 

There kiss, and, weeping, part . . . 

I will pass, 
Love-loyal to the least wish of the Queen, 
Back to my land. 

I will to Almesbury 
Fly all night long, by glimmering waste and weald. 
And hear the Spirits of the waste and weald 
Moan as I fly, or think I hear them moan. 
As in myself I moan, ' Too late ! too late ! ' 
And I will come to Almesbury, and speak 
There to the nuns, and say, ' Mine enemies 
Pursue me, but, O peaceful sisterhood. 
Receive, and yield me sanctuary, nor ask 
Her name to whom ye yield it, till her time 
To tell you 1' 

Ay ! thy beauty, grace, and power 
Will work as a charm upon them, and the nuns 
Will spare to ask it. (Exeunt.) 

Too late ! too late ! 

This very night will I usurp the realm. 

And league me with the heathen, while the King . . . 

The King shall wage his war on Lancelot ! 

(Shakes his fist towards LANCELOT, and exits.) 



SCENE II. The Same 

Characters : 
SIR TRISTRAM. 
SIR DAGONET. 
KING ARTHUR. 

(DAGONET, the fool, dancing ' like a withered leaf before the hall.') 

TRISTRAM. Why skip ye so. Sir Fool ? 

DAGONET (wheeling round on either heel). 

Belike for lack of wiser company ; 
Or, being fool, and seeing too much wit 
Makes the world rotten, why, belike I skip 
To know myself the wisest knight of all. 



TRISTRAM. Ay, fool— but 'tis eating dry 

To dance without a catch, a roundelay 
To dance to. 

{SIR TRISTRAM sings.) 

TRISTRAM. Why skipt ye not. Sir Fool ? 

DAGONET, I had liefer twenty years 

Skip to the broken music of my brains 
Than any broken music thou canst make. 

TRISTRAM. Good now, what music have I broken, fool ? 

DAGONET. Arthur, the King's; 

For when thou playest that air with Queen Isolt, 
Thou makest broken music with thy bride, 
Her daintier namesake down in Brittany — 
And so thou breakest Arthur's music too. 

TRISTRAM. Save for that broken music in thy brains, 
Sir Fool ... I would break thy head ! 
Fool, I came late, the heathen wars were o'er, 
The life had flown, we sware but by the shell — 
I am a fool to reason with a fool — 
Come, thou art crabbed and sour ; but lean me down,. 
Sir Dagonet, one of thy long asses' ears. 
And hearken if my music be not true : 

Free love— free field — we love but while we may ; 
The woods are hushed, their music is no more ; 
The leaf is dead — the yearning past away ; 
New leaf, new life — the days of frost are o'er ; 
New life, new love, to suit the newer day ; 
New loves are sweet as those that went before ; 
Free love— free field — we love but while we may. 

Ye might have moved slow measure to my tune. 
Not stood stockstill. I made it in the woods. 
And heard it ring as true as tested gold. 

DAGONET {with one foot poised in his hand). 

Friend, did ye mark that fountain yesterday 

Made to run wine ? — but this had run itself 

All out like a long life to a sour end — 

And them that round it sat with golden cups 

To hand the wine to whosoever came — 

The twelve small damsels white as Innocence . . . 

One of those white slips 

Handed her cup, and piped, the pretty one, 

'Drink, drink, Sir Fool,' and thereupon I drank — 

Spat — pish — the cup was gold, the draught was . . . mud ! 
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TRISTRAM. Was it muddier than thy gibes ? 

Is all the laughter gone dead out of thee ? — 

Not marking how the knighthood mock thee, fool — 

'Fear God, honour the King — his one true knight — 

Sole follower of the vows ' — for here be they 

Who knew thee swine enow before I came, 

Smuttier than blasted grain ; but when the King 

Had made thee fool, thy vanity so shot up 

It frighted all free fool from out thy heart ; 

Which left thee less than fool, and less than swine, 

A naked aught — yet swine I hold thee still. 

For I have flung thee pearls and And thee swine. 

DAGONET (mincing with his feet). 

Knight, an ye fling red rubies round my neck 

In lieu of hers, I'll hold thou hast some touch 

Of music, since I care not for thy pearls. 

Swine ? I have wallowed, I have washed — the world 

Is flesh and shadow — I have had my day. 

The dirty nurse, Experience, in her kind 

Hath fouled me — an I wallowed, then I washed — 

I have had my day and my philosophies — 

And thank the Lord I am King Arthur's fool. 

Swine, say ye ? swine, goats, asses, rams, and geese 

Trooped round a Paynim harper once, who thrummed 

On such a wire as musically as thou 

Some such fine song — but never a king's fool . 

TRISTRAM. Then were swine, goats, asses, geese, 

The wiser fools, seeing thy Paynim bard 

Had such a mastery of his mystery 

That he could harp his wife up out of hell. 

DAGONET (turning on the ball of his feet). 

And whither harp'st thou thine ? Down ! and thyself 
Down ! and two more ; a helpful harper, thou, 
That harpest downward ! Dost thou know the star 
We call the harp of Arthur up in heaven ? 

TRISTRAM. Ay, Sir Fool, for when our King 

Was victor well-nigh day by day, the knights. 
Glorying in each new glory, set his name 
High on all hills, and in the signs of heaven. 

DAGONET. Ay, and when the land 

Was freed, and the Queen false, ye set yourself 
To babble about him, all to show your wit — 
And whether he were King by courtesy, 
Or King by right — and so went harping down 
The black king's highway, got so far, and grew 
So witty that ye played at ducks and drakes 
With Arthur's vows on the great lake of fire. 
Tuwhoo ! ... do ye see it ? Do ye see the star ? 



TRISTRAM. Nay, fool— not in open day. 

DAGONET. Nay, nor will; I see it and hear. 

It makes a silent music up in heaven, 
And I, and Arthur, and the angels hear, 
And then we skip ! 

TRISTRAM. Lo, fool— ye talk 

Fool's treason ! Is the King thy brother fool ? 

DAGONET {clapping his hands). 

Ay, ay, my brother fool, the king of fools ! 
Conceits himself as God that he can make 
Figs out of thistles, silk from bristles, milk 
From burning spurge, honey from hornet-combs, 
And men from beasts. Long live the king of fools! 

{DAGONET dances. Exit TRISTRAM. DAGONET stops, gazes 
after him, sinks to the ground, and sobs. Enter KING ARTHUR.) 

ARTHUR. This evening come I home, and when I climbed 

All in the death-dumb autumn-dripping gloom. 
The stairway to the hall, I looked, and saw 
The great Queen's bower was dark . . . 

{DAGONET crawls towards him and clings about his feet.) 

What art thou .? 



DAGONET 

{sobbing). 



ARTHUR. 
DAGONET. 



I am thy fool — 

And I shall never make thee smile again. 
Queen Guinevere has fled the court ! . . 
There in the holy house at Almesbury. 

Why hither has she fled ? 

Her cause of flight, Sir Modred ! 

{Exeunt.) 



and sits 



SCENE III. The Nunnery at Almesbury 

Characters : 

QUEEN GUINEVERE. 
A NUN. 
A NOVICE. 

GUINEVERE. Too late, too late ! 

A blot in heaven, the Raven, flying high, 
Croaks, and he might well spy a field of death ; 
For now the Heathen of the Northern Sea, 
Lured by the crimes and frailties of the Court, 
Begin to slay the folk and spoil the land. 
Mine enemies 
Pursue me ! 
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NUN. This night a rumour wildly blown about 

Comes, that Sir Modred had usurped the realm, 
And leagued him with the heathen, while the King 
Is waging war on Lancelot . . . 

GUINEVERE With what a hate the people and the King 
(aside). Must hate me ! 

(Exit NUN.) 
MAIDEN. Late! so late! 

What hour, I wonder, now ? 

(She hums a song which the Nuns have taught her.) 

'Late ! so late ! ' 

GUINEVERE. O maiden, if indeed ye list to sing. 

Sing, and unbind my heart that I may weep. 

MAIDEN (sings). Late, late, so late ! and dark the night and chill! 
Late, late, so late ! but vie can enter still . . . 
Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 

No light had we : for that we do repent ; 
And learning this, the bridegroom will relent. 
Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 

No light, so late ! and dark and chill the night ! 
Oh, let us in that we may find the light ! 
Too late, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 

Have we not heard the bridegroom is so sweet ? 
Oh, let us in, tho' late, to kiss his feet! 
No, no, too late ! ye cannot enter now. 

Oh pray you, noble lady, weep no more; 

But let my words, the words of one so small. 

Who, knowing nothing, knows but to obey, 

And if I do not, there is penance given — 

Comfort your sorrows ; for they do not flow 

From evil done ; right sure I am of that. 

Who see your tender grace and stateliness. 

But weigh your sorrows with our lord the King's, 

And weighing, find them less ; for gone is he 

To wage grim war against Sir Lancelot there, 

Round that strong castle where he holds the Queen. 

And Modred, whom he left in charge of all, 

The traitor — ah ! sweet lady, the King's grief 

For his own self, and his Queen, and realm. 

Must needs be thrice as great as any of ours. 

For me, I thank the saints, I am not great ; 

For if there ever come a grief to me 

I cry my cry in silence, and have done. 

None knows it, and my tears have brought me good ; 

But even were the griefs of little ones 

As great as those of great ones, yet this grief 

Is added to the griefs the great must bear. 

That howsoever much they may desire 

Silence, they cannot weep behind a cloud ! 



II 



GUINEVERE 
(aside). 
{Openly). 



MAIDEN. 



GUINEVERE 
(aside). 
(Openly). 



MAIDEN. 



As even here they talk at Almesbury 
About the good King and his wicked Queen ! 
And were I such a King with such a Queen, 
Well might I wish to veil her wickedness I 
But were I such a King, it could not be. 

Will the child kill me with her innocent talk ? 
Must not I, 

If this false traitor have displaced his lord, 
Grieve with the common grief of all the realm ? 

Yes, this is all woman's grief, 
That she is woman, whose disloyal life 
Hath wrought confusion in the Table Round 
Which good King Arthur founded, years ago. 
With signs, and miracles, and wonders, there 
At Camelot, ere the coming of the Queen. 

Will the child kill me with her fooUsh prate ? 

O little maid, shut in by nunnery walls, 

What canst thou know of Kings and Tables Round, 

Or what of signs, and wonders, but the signs 

And simple wonders of thy nunnery ? 

Yea, but I know ; the land was full of signs 

And wonders, ere the coming of the Queen. 

So said my father, and himself was knight 

Of the great Table — at the founding of it ; 

And rode thereto from Lyonnesse, and he said 

That as he rode, an hour or maybe twain 

After the sunset, down the coast, he heard 

Strange music, and he paused, and turning — there, 

All down the lonely coast of Lyonnesse, 

Each with a beacon-star upon his head. 

And with a wild sea-light about his feet, 

He saw them — headland after headland flame 

Far on into the rich heart of the west ; 

And in the light the white mermaiden swam, 

And strong man-breasted things stood from the sea, 

And sent a deep sea-voice through all the land, 

To which the little elves of chasm and cleft 

Made answer, sounding like a distant horn. 

So said my father — yea, and furthermore, 

Next morning, vsrhile he past the dim-lit woods, 

Himself beheld three spirits mad vnth joy 

Come dashing down on a tall wayside flower, 

That shook beneath them, as the thistle shakes 

When three grey linnets wrangle for the seed ; 

And still at evenings on before his horse 

The flickering fairy-circle wheeled and broke 

Flying, and linked again, and wheeled and broke 

Flying, for all the land was full of life. 
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GUINEVERE 
(bitterly). 



And when at last he came to Camelot, 
A wreath of airy dancers hand in hand 
Swung round the lighted lantern of the hall ; 
And in the hall itself was such a feast 
As never man had dreamed ; for every knight 
Had whatsoever meat he longed for, served 
By hands unseen ; and even as he said 
Down in the cellars, merry bloated things 
Shouldered the spigot, straddling on the butts 
While the wine ran : so glad were spirits and men 
Before the coming of the sinful Queen. 

Were they so glad ? Ill prophets were they all, 
Spirits and men ; could none of them foresee. 
Not even thy wise father, with his signs 
And wonders, what has fallen upon the realm ? 



MAIDEN. Yea, one, a bard ; of whom my father said, 

Full many a noble war-song had he sung, 
Even in the presence of an enemy's fleet. 
Between the steep cliff and the coming wave ; 
And many a mystic lay of life and death 
Had chanted on the smoke mountain-tops. 
When round him bent the spirits of the hills 
With all their dewy hair blown back like flame : 
So said my father — and that night the bard 
Sang Arthur's glorious wars, and sang the King 
As well-nigh more than man, and railed at those 
Who called him the false son of Gorlois ; 
For there was no man knew from whence he came ; 
But after tempest, when the long wave broke 
All down the thundering shores of Bude and Bos, 
There came a day as still as heaven, and then 
They found a naked child upon the sands 
Of dark Tintagil, by the Cornish sea; 
And that was Arthur ! . . . and they fostered him, 
Till he by miracle was approven King ; 
And that his grave should be a mystery 
From all men, Uke his birth ; and could he find 
A woman in her womanhood as great 
As he was in his manhood, then, he sang. 
The twain together well might change the world. 
But even in the middle of his song 
He faltered, and his hand fell from the harp. 
And pale he turned, and reeled, and would have fallen, 
But that they stayed him up ; nor would he tell 
His vision ; but what doubt that he foresaw 
This evil work of Lancelot and the Queen ? 



GUINEVERE Lo I they have set her on, 

{aside). Our simple-seeming Abbess and her nuns, 

To play upon me. {Bows her head in silence) 
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GUINEVERE. 



MAIDEN Shame upon my garrulous garrulity. 

{clasping her The good nuns here oft check my gadding tongue, 
hands). Full often — and, sweet lady, if I seem 

To vex an ear too sad to listen to me, 
Unmannerly, with prattling, and the tales 
Which my good father told me, check me too, 
Nor let me shame my father's memory, one 
Of noblest manners, though himself would say 
Sir Lancelot had the noblest; and he died, 
Killed in a tilt, come next five summers back. 
And left me ; but of others who remain. 
And of the two first-famed for courtesy — 
And pray you check me if I ask amiss — 
But, pray you, which had noblest, while you moved 
Among them, Lancelot or our lord the King ? 

Sir Lancelot, as became a noble knight. 
Was gracious to all ladies, and the same 
In open battle or the tilting-field 
Forbore his own advantage ; and the King 
In open battle or the tilting-field 
Forbore his own advantage ; and these two 
Were the most nobly -mannered men of all ; 
For manners are not idle, but the fruit 
Of loyal nature and of noble mind. 

Yea, be manners such fair fruit ? 

Then Lancelot's needs must be a thousand-fold 

Less noble, being, as all rumour runs, 

The most disloyal friend in all the world ! 

Oh ! closed about by narrowing nunnery-walls, 
What knowest thou of the world, and all its lights 
And shadows — all the wealth and all the woe ? 
If ever Lancelot, that most noble knight, 
Were for one hour less noble than himself, 
Pray for him that he 'scape the doom of fire, 
And weep for her who drew him to his doom. 

MAIDEN. Yea— I pray for both ; 

But I should all as soon believe that his, 
Sir Lancelot's, were as noble as the King's, 
As I could think, sweet lady, yours would be 
Such as they are, were you the sinful Queen ! 

GUINEVERE (with a sudden flush of wrathful heat). 

Such as thou art be never maiden more 
For ever ! thou their tool, set on to plague 
And play upon, and harry me, petty spy 
And traitress ! . . . 

{The MAIDEN rises aghast, white and tremulous.) 

Get thee hence ! 



MAIDEN. 



GUINEVERE 
{mournfully). 



{Exit MAIDEN, frightened.) 
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(Sighing.) The simple, fearful child 

Meant nothing ; but my own too-fearful guilt, 
Simpler than any child, betrays itself. 
But help me, heaven, for surely I repent. 
For what is true repentance but in tjfiought — 
Not even in inmost thought to think again 
The sins that made the past so pleasant to us ; 
And I have sworn never to see him more, 
To see him more. 

(Enter the NUN.) 

NUN. The King! . . . 

(GUINEVERE sinks to the ground, and grovels zdth her face against the floor.) 

(Enter the KING. Exit the NUN.) 

ARTHUR. Liest thou here, so low, the child of one 

I honoured, happy, dead before thy shame ? 

Well is it that no child is born of thee. 

The children born of thee are sword and fire, 

Red ruin and the breaking up of laws, 

The craft of kindred and the Godless hosts 

Of heathen swarming o'er the Northern Sea ; 

Whom I, while yet Sir Lancelot, my right arm. 

The mightiest of my knights, abode with me, 

Have everywhere about this land of Christ 

In twelve great battles ruining overthrown. 

And knowest thou now from whence I come ? — ^from him, 

From waging bitter war with him ! And he, 

That did not shun to smite me in worse way, 

Had yet that grace of courtesy in him left. 

He spared to lift his hand against the King 

Who made him knight ; but many a knight was slain ; 

And many more, and all his kith and kin 

Clave to him, and abode in his own land. 

And many more when Modred raised revolt. 

Forgetful of their troth and fealty, clave 

To Modred, and a remnant stays with me. 

And of this remnant will I leave a part, 

True men who love me still, for whom I live, 

To guard thee, in the wild hour coming on. 

Lest but a hair of this low head be harmed. 

Fear not: thou shalt be guarded till my death. 

Howbeit I know, if ancient prophecies 

Have erred not, that I march to meet my doom. 

Thou hast not made my life so sweet to me. 

That I, the King, should greatly care to live ; 

For thou hast spoilt the purpose of my life. 

Bear with me for the last time while I show, 

Even for thy sake, the sin which thou hast sinned. 
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For when the Roman left us, and their law 

Relaxed its hold upon us, and the ways 

Were filled with rapine, here and there a deed 

Of prowess done redressed a random wrong. 

But I was first of all the kings who drew 

The knighthood errant of this realm and all 

The realms together under me, their Head, 

In that fair Order of my Table Round, 

A glorious company, the flower of men, 

To serve as model for the mighty world. 

And be the fair beginning of a time. 

I made them lay their hands in mine and swear 

To reverence the King, as if he were 

Their conscience, and their conscience as their King, 

To break the heathen and uphold the Christ, 

To ride abroad redressing human wrongs. 

To speak no slander, no, nor listen to it, 

To honour his own word as if his God's, 

To lead sweet lives in purest chastity, 

To love one maiden only, cleave to her. 

And worship her by years of noble deeds, 

Until they won her ; for indeed I knew 

Of no more subtle master under heaven 

Than is the maiden passion for a maid. 

Not only to keep down the base in man, 

But teach high thought, and amiable words. 

And courtliness, and the desire of fame, 

And love of truth, and all that makes a man. 

And all this throve before I wedded thee. 

Believing, ' Lo, mine helpmate, one to feel 

My purpose and rejoicing in my joy.' 

Then came thy shameful sin with Lancelot ; 

Then came the sin of Tristram and Isolt ; 

Then others, following these my mightiest knights, 

And drawing foul ensample from fair names. 

Sinned also, till the loathsome opposite 

Of all my heart has destined did obtain. 

And all through thee / ... so that this life of mine 

I guard as God's high gift from scathe and wrong, 

Nor greatly care to lose ; but rather think 

How sad it were for Arthur, should he live, 

To sit once more within his lonely hall. 

And miss the wonted number of my knights. 

And miss to hear high talk of noble deeds 

As in the golden days — before thy sin I 

For which of us, who might be left, could speak 

Of the pure heart, nor seem to glance at thee ? 

And in thy bowers of Camelot or of Usk 

Thy shadow still would glide from room to room, 

And I should evermore be vexed with thee 

In hanging robe or vacant ornament, 

Or ghostly footfall echoing on the stair. 



i6 



For think not, though thou wouldst not love thy lord, 

Thy lord has wholly lost his love for thee — 

I am not made of so slight elements. 

Yet must I leave thee, woman, to thy shame. 

I hold that man the worst of public foes 

Who either for his own or children's sake. 

To save his blood from scandal, lets the wife 

Whom he knows false, abide and rule the house ; 

For being through his cowardice allowed 

Her station, taken everywhere for pure. 

She, like a new disease, unknown to men. 

Creeps, no precaution used, among the crowd, 

Makes wicked lightnings of her eyes, and saps 

The fealty of our friends, and stirs the pulse 

With devil's leaps, and poisons half the young. 

Worst of the worst were that man he that reigns ! 

Better the King's waste hearth and aching heart 

Than thou, re-seated in thy place of light. 

The mockery of my people, and their bane. 

{GUINEVERE creeps nearer and lays her hands about his feet. 
A trumpet is heard.) 

Yet think not that I come to urge thy crimes — 

I did not come to curse thee, Guinevere, 

I, whose vast pity almost makes me die 

To see thee, laying there thy golden head, 

My pride in happier summers, at my feet. 

The wrath which forced my thoughts on that fierce law 

The doom of treason and the flaming death, 

(When first I learnt thee hidden here), is past. 

The pang — which while I weighed thy heart with one 

Too wholly true to dream untruth in thee. 

Made my tears burn — is also past — in part. 

And all is past, the sin is sinned, and I, 

Lo ! I forgive thee, as Eternal God 

Forgives; do thou for thine own soul the rest. 

But how to take last leave of all I loved ? 

golden hair, with which I used to play, 
Not knowing ! O imperial-moulded form. 
And beauty such as never woman wore, 
Until it came a kingdom's curse with thee — 

1 cannot touch thy lips, they are not mine. 

But Lancelot's ! Nay, they never were the King's ! 

I cannot take thy hand ; that too is flesh, 

And in the flesh thou hast sinned; and mine own flesh, 

Here looking down on thine polluted, cries, 

' I loathe thee ! ' Yet not less, O Guinevere, 

For I was ever virgin save for thee. 

My love through flesh hath wrought into my life 

So far, that my doom is, I love thee still. 

Let no man dream but that I love thee still. 
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Perchance, and so thou purify thy soul, 
And so thou lean on our fair father Christ, 
Hereafter in that world where all are pure 
We two may meet before high God, and thou 
Wilt spring to me, and claim me thine, and know 
I am thine husband — not a smaller soul. 
Nor Lancelot, nor another. Leave me that, 
I charge thee, my last hope. Now must I hence. 
Through the thick night I hear the trumpet blow: 
They summon me, their King, to lead mine hosts 
Far down to that great battle in the west. 
Where I must strike against the man they call 
My sister's son — no kin of mine, who leagues 
With Lords of the White Horse, heathen, and knights, 
Traitors — and strike him dead, and meet myself 
Death, or I know not what mysterious doom. 
And thou remaining here wilt learn the event ; 
But hither shall I never come again, 
Never lie by thy side ; see thee no more- 
Farewell. 

(GUINEVERE grovels at his feet, the KING waves his hands in 
blessing o'er her fallen head. Exit ARTHUR.) 

{GUINEVERE rises and walks towards curtain at the casement.) 

GUINEVERE. Peradventure, 

If I might see his face, and not be seen. . . . 

His hehn is lowered. 

To which for crest the golden dragon clings 

Of Britain ; so I cannot see the face . . . 

More and more 

The moony vapour rolls around the King, 

Who seems the phantom of a giant in it, 

Enwinds him fold by fold, and makes him grey 

And greyer, till himself becomes as mist 

Before me, moving ghost-like to his doom. {Turning.) 

{Stretching out her arms.) 

Oh I Arthur ! Gone — my lord I 
Gone, through my sin, to slay and to be slain ! 
And he forgave me, and I could not speak. 
Farewell ? I should have answered his farewell. 
His mercy choked me. Gone, my lord the King, 
My own true lord ! How dare I call him mine ? 
The shadow of another cleaves to me, 
And makes me one pollution : he, the King, 
Called me polluted ! Shall I kill myself ? 
What help in that ? I cannot kill my sin, 
If soul be soul ; nor can I kill my shame ; 
No, nor by living can I live it down. 
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The days will grow to weeks, the weeks to months, 

The months will add themselves and make the years, 

The years will roll into the centuries, 

And mine will ever be a name of scorn. 

I must not dwell on that defeat of fame. 

Let the world be ; that is but of the world — 

What else ? what hope ? I think there was a hope. 

Except he mocked me when he spake of hope ; 

His hope he called it ; but he never mocks. 

For mockery is the fume of little hearts. 

And blessed be the King, who hath forgiven 

My wickedness to him, and left me hope 

That in mine own heart I can live down sin 

And be his mate hereafter in the heavens 

Before high God. Ah, great and gentle lord. 

Who wast, as is the conscience of a saint 

Among his warring senses, to thy knights — 

To whom my false voluptuous pride, that took 

Full easily all impressions from below. 

Would not look up, or half-despaired the height 

To which I would not or I could not climb — 

I thought I could not breathe in that fine air, 

That pure severity of perfect light — 

I yearned for warmth and colour which I found 

In Lancelot ! Now I see thee what thou art. 

Thou art the highest and most human too, 

Not Lancelot, nor another. Is there none 

Will tell the King I love him, though so late ? 

Now — ere he goes to the great battle ? — none : 

Myself must tell him in that purer life. 

But now it were too daring. Ah ! my God ! 

What might I not have made of Thy fair world 

Had I but loved Thy highest creature here ? 

It was my duty to have loved the highest : 

It surely was my profit had I known : 

It would have been my pleasure had I seen. 

We needs must love the highest when we see it. 

Not Lancelot, nor another. 

(Enter the NOVICE, weeping and suppliant. She kneels. Enter NUN.) 

Yea, little maid, for am / not forgiven ? 

Ye know me then, that wicked one, who broke 

The vast design and purpose of the King. 

Oh, shut me round with narrowing nunnery walls. 

Meek maidens, from the voices crying ' shame.' 

I must not scorn myself: he loves me still. 

Let no one dream but that he loves me still. 

So let me, if you do not shudder at me, 

Nor shun to call me sister, dwell with you ; 

Wear black and white, and be a nun like you. 

Fast with your fasts, not feasting with your feasts ; 
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Grieve with your griefs, not grieving at your joys, 

But not rejoicing ; mingle with your rites ; 

Pray and be prayed for ; lie before your shrines ; 

Do each low office of your holy house; 

Walk your dim cloister, and distribute dole 

To poor sick people, richer in His eyes 

Who ransomed us, and haler too than I ; 

And treat their loathsome hurts and heal mine own ; 

And so wear out in almsdeed and in prayer 

The sombre close of that voluptuous day. 

Which wrought the ruin of my lord the King. 

Late, late, so late ! and dark the night, and chill ! 
Late, late, so late ! but we can enter still. . . . 



(To Novice.) Is it yet too late ? 



(Exeunt.) 



SCENE IV. King Arthur's Tent 

Characters : 

KING ARTHUR. 
SIR BEDIVERE. 
THE GHOST OF GAWAIN. 



ARTHUR. 



(Enter ARTHUR, who paces up and down.) 

I found Him in the shining of the stars, 
I marked Him in the flowering of His fields, 
But in His ways vsdth men I find Him not. 
I waged His wars, and now I pass, and die. 
Oh ! me ! for why is all around us here 
As if some lesser God had made the world. 
But had not force to shape it as he would, 
Till the High God behold it from beyond. 
And enter it, and make it beautiful ? 
Or else, as if the world were wholly fair, 
But that these eyes of men are dense and dim, 
And have not power to see it as it is — 
Perchance, because we see not to the close. 
For I, being simple, thought to work His vrill. 
And have but stricken with the sword in vain ; 
And all whereon I leaned — in wife and friends — 
Is traitor to my peace, and all my realm 
Reels back into the beast, and is no more. 
My God, thou hast forgotten me in my death — 
Nay — God, my Christ — I pass, but shall not die. 
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(Enter the GHOST OF GAWAIN.) 

GAWAIN. Hollow, hollow, hollow all delight ! 

Hail, King ! to-morrow thou shalt pass away. 
Farewell! there is an isle of rest for thee. 
And I am blown along a wandering wind. 
And hollow, hollow, hollow, all delight. 

(Exit GHOST. Enter SIR BEDIVERE.) 

ARTHUR. Ho! Who spake? A dream! O light upon the wind, 

Thine, Gawain, was the voice ! Are these dim cries 
Thine, or doth all that haunts the waste and wild 
Mourn . . . knowing it will go along with me ? 

BEDIVERE. Oh ! me I my King, let pass whatever will — 
Elves, and the harmless glamour of the field ; 
But in their stead thy name and glory cling 
To all high places like a golden cloud 
For ever: but as yet thou shalt not pass. 
Light was Gawain in life, and light in death 
Is Gawain, for the ghost is as the man ; 
And care thou not for dreams from him, but rise — 
I hear the steps of Modred in the west, 
And with him many of thy people, and knights 
Once thine, whom thou hast loved, but grosser grown 
Than heathen, spitting at their vows and thee. 
Right well in heart they know thee for the King. 
Arise, go forth, and conquer as of old. 

ARTHUR. Far other is this battle in the west 

Whereto we move, than when we strove in youth. 

And brake the petty kings, and fought with Rome — 

Or thrust the heathen from the Roman wall, 

And shook him through the north. Ill doom is mine 

To war against my people and my knights. 

The king who fights his people fights himself. 

And they, my knights, who loved me once, the stroke 

That strikes them dead is as my death to me. 

Yet let us hence, and find or feel a way 

Through this blind haze, which ever since I saw 

One lying in the dust at Almesbury, 

Hath folded in the passes of the world. 

Sir Bedivere, we'll move our host by night. 

And ever push Sir Modred, league by league, 

Back to the sunset bound of Lyonnesse — 

A land of old, upheaven from the abyss 

By fire, to sink into the abyss again ; 

Where fragments of forgotten peoples dwelt, 

And the long mountains ended in a coast 

Of ever-shifting sand, and far away 

The phantom circle of a moaning sea. 
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BEDIVERE. There the pursuer can pursue no more, 

And he that flies, no farther fly the King. 

GHOST OF GAWAIN and voices of the night wind— 

'Hollow, hollow, hollow all delight ! ' . . . 

ARTHUR. Hearest thou this great voice that shakes the world, 

And wastes the narrow realm whereon we move. 
And beats upon the faces of the dead, 
My dead, as though they had not died for me ? 
O Bedivere, for on my heart hath fallen 
Confusion, till I know not what I am, 
Nor whence I am, nor whether I be King — 
Behold, I seem but King among the dead. 

BEDIVERE. My King, 

King everywhere! and so the dead have kings, 

There also will I worship thee as King. 

Yet still thy life is whole, and still I live 

Who love thee ; but who hates thee, he that brought 

The heathen back among us, yonder stands, 

Modred, unharmed, the traitor of thine house. 

ARTHUR. My house hath been my doom. 

But call not thou this traitor of my house 
Who hath but dwelt beneath one roof with me ! 
My house are rather they who sware my vows, 
Yea, even while they brake them, owned me King. 
And well for thee, saying in my dark hour. 
When all the purport of my throne hath failed. 
That quick or dead thou boldest me for King. 
King am I, whatsoever be their cry — 
And one last act of kinghood shalt thou see 
Yet, ere I pass. 

(Exeunt.) 



SCENE V 

(Optional Tableau, showing SIR MODRED and KING ARTHUR 

in battle.) 

' Modred smote his hege 
Hard on that helm which many a heathen sword 
Had beaten thin ; while Arthur at one blow. 
Striking the last stroke with Excalibur, 
Slew him, and, all but slain himself, he fell 1 ' 
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SCENE VI. A Chapel, nigh the field- 
chancel with a broken cross 



broken 



Characters : 
KING ARTHUR. 
SIR BEDIVERE. 

{Enter BEDIVERE, supporting KING ARTHUR.) 

BEDIVERE. All the day long the noise of battle rolls 
Among the mountains by the winter sea, 
Until King Arthur's Table, man by man, 
Have fallen in Lyonnesse about their lord. 
King Arthur. . . . 

ARTHUR. We stand on a dark strait of barren land. . . . 

BEDIVERE. On one side lies the ocean, and on one 
Lies a great water, and the moon is full. 

ARTHUR. The sequel of to-day unsolders all 

The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
Whereof this world holds record. Such a sleep 
They sleep — the men I loved. I think that we 
Shall never more, at any future time, 
DeUght our souls with talk of knightly deeds, 
Waling about the gardens and the falls 
Of Camelot, as in the days that were. 
I perish by this people which I made — 
Though Merlin sware that I should come again 
To rule once more. But, let what will be, be — 
I am so deeply smitten through the helm. 
That without help I cannot last till morn. 
Thou, therefore, take my brand Excalibur, 
Which was my pride, for thou rememberest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 
Rose up from out the bosom of the lake. 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful. 
Holding the sword — and how I rowed across 
And took it, and have worn it, Uke a king ; 
And wheresoever I am sung or told 
In aftertime, this also shall be known. 
But now, delay not — take Excalibur, 
And fling him far into the middle mere ; 
Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word. 

BEDIVERE. It is not meet, Sir King, to leave thee thus. 

Aidless, alone, and smitten through the helm — 
A little thing may harm a wounded man ; 
Yet I thy hest will all perform at full, 
Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word. 

(Exit BEDIVERE. Music. Re-enter BEDIVERE.) 
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ARTHUR. 



Hast thou performed my mission which I gave ? 



BEDIVERE The winter moon 

(aside). Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 

And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt ; 
For all the hilt twinkled with diamond sparks, 
Myriads of topaz-lights, and jacinth-work 
Of subtlest jewellery. I gazed so long 
That both my eyes were dazzled as I stood. 
This way and that dividing the swift mind, 
In act to throw. 



ARTHUR. 



What is it thou hast seen, or what hast heard } 



BEDIVERE But at the last it seemed 

{aside). Better to leave Excalibur concealed 

There in the many-knotted water-flags, 
That whistled stiff and dry about the marge. 

{Aloud, to the King) 

I heard the ripple washing in the reeds, 
And the wild water lapping on the crag. 

ARTHUR. Thou hast betrayed thy nature and thy name. 

Not rendering true answer, as beseemed 
Thy fealty, nor like a noble knight ; 
For surer sign had followed — either hand, 
Or voice, or else a motion of the mere. 
This is a shameful thing for men to lie — 
Yet now, I charge thee, quickly go again. 
As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing 
I bade thee — watch, and lightly bring me word. 



BEDIVERE And if indeed I cast the brand away, 

{aside). Surely a precious thing, one worthy note. 

Should thus be lost for ever from the earth, 
Which might have pleased the eyes of many men. 
What good should follow this, if this were done ? 
What harm, undone ? Deep harm to disobey, 
Seeing obedience is the bond of rule — 
Were it well to obey then, if a king demand 
An act unprofitable, against himself ? 
The King is sick, and knows not what he does. 
What record, or what reUc of my lord 
Should be to aftertime, but empty breath 
And rumours of a doubt ? But were this kept. 
Stored in some treasure-house of mighty kings, 
Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 
Saying: King Arthur's sword, Excalibur, 
Wrought by the lonely maiden of the Lake. 
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Nine years she wrought it, sitting in the deeps 

Upon the hidden bases of the hills. 

So might some old man speak in the aftertime 

To all the people, winning reverence. 

But now, much honour and much fame were lost. 

{He looks back at the King, hides the sword, then strides forward 
before ARTHUR.) 

ARTHUR (breathing heavily). 

What is it thou hast seen, or what hast heard ? 

BEDIVERE. I heard the water lapping on the crag, 

And the long ripple washing in the reeds. 

ARTHUR Ah ! miserable and unkind, untrue, 

{in wrath). Unknightly — traitor-hearted! . . . Woe is me! 

Authority begets a dying king, 
Laid widowed of the power in his eye 
That bowed the will. I see thee what thou art. 
For thou, the latest-left of all my knights, 
In whom should meet the offices of all — 
Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt ; 
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasures of the eyes. 
Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice. 
And the third time may prosper, get thee hence — 
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur, 
I will arise and slay thee with my hands. 

{Exit BEDIVERE with sword.) 

{Music is heard, which gradually rises in intensity then dies away.) 

{Re-enter BEDIVERE, in wonderment.) 

BEDIVERE I, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged 

{aside). Among the bulrush beds, and clutched the sword 

And strongly wheeled and threw it. . . . The great brand 

Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon, 

And flashing round and round and whirled in an arch. 

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn. 

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock 

By night, with noises of the Northern Sea. 

So flashed and fell the brand, Excalibur — 

But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 

And caught him by the hilt, and brandished him 

Three times, and drew him under in the mere. . . . 

{Stands before the KING.) 
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ARTHUR. Now see I by thine eyes that this is done. 

Speak out — what is it thou hast heard or seen ? 

BEDIVERE. Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems 
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw, 
Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die — 
Not though I live three lives of mortal men — 
So great a miracle as yonder hilt. 
Then with both hands I flung him, wheeling him- 
But when I looked again — behold ! an arm, 
Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful, 
That caught him by the hilt, and brandished him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere. 

ARTHUR {breathing hard). 

My end draws nigh; 'tis time that I were gone. . 

BEDIVERE. Ah! my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go ? 

Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes ? 

For now I see the true old times are dead, 

When every morning brought a noble chance. 

And every chance brought out a noble knight. 

Such times have been not since the light that led 

The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh. 

But now the whole Round Table is dissolved. 

Which was an image of the mighty world. 

And I, the last, go forth companionless, 

And the days darken round me, and the years. 

Among new men, strange faces, other minds. 



ARTHUR. 



The old order changeth, yielding place to new. 
And God fulfils himself in many ways, 
Lest one good custom should corrupt the world. 
Comfort thyself — what comfort is in me ? 
I have lived my life, and that which I have done 
May He within himself make pure. But thou. 
If thou shouldst never see my face again, 
Pray for my soul. More things are wrought by prayer 
Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice 
Rise Uke a fountain for me night and day. 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain. 
If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves and those who call them friend ? 
For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the feet of God. 
But now farewell. I am going a long way — 
If, indeed, I go — 

For all my mind is clouded with a doubt- 
To the Island Valley of Avilion ; 
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Where falls not hail or rain, or any snow, 
Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies 
Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns 
And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea. 
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound. 

{ARTHUR dies.) 



SCENE VII 

(Optional Pageant and Procession.) 

(Soft music. Enter three Queens, black staled, black hooded, like a dream. . . . 
The first one takes the King's shield. Enter three Queens with crowns of gold. The 
first one takes the King's casque. ARTHUR rises with a spiritual light shining in his 
eyes, and in slow impressive procession they pass off.) 



SCENE VIII 

(Continuing from Scene VI or from Scene VII) 

BEDIVERE. The King is gone— 

' From the great deep 
To the great deep 
He goes ! ' 

He passes to be King among the dead. 

And after healing of his grievous wound 

He comes again ; but — if he come no more — 

Oh ! me ! be yon dark Queens the three whereat we gazed 

On that high day, when, clothed with living light, 

They stood before his throne in silence, friends 

Of Arthur, who should help him at his need. 

{Sounds are heard, faint, as from beyond the limit of the world, like 
the last echo born of a great cry,' — a shout, a second shout, ' as if some 
fair city were one voice around a king returning from his wars.') 

{Exit BEDIVERE. Or, BEDIVERE kneels, with the hilt of his sword 
held up as a cross before him.) 

{Curtain) 
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